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to have had so full and adventurous a life. When
her child came she would see that it had all that
she could give it. Poor Warren 1 She thought
of him with warm kindliness and affection. She
was glad that he did not know what had happened
to her.

She heard a familiar voice say * Judith/
looked up and saw Warren Forster standing in
front of her.

At once she cried: * Oh, Warren, how ill
you look! Sit down. Sit down here beside
me!'

That was at first all that she could think about.
He did look very ill. His sharp face, always
strained with the memory of past suffering, was
grey and haggard. He was so frail that, although
when she began to think of all that his being
there in Paris would mean, she would be in-
tensely aggravated, she wanted now to put her
arm around him and protect him. He sat
down beside her. She patted his knee. He
thought, as he looked at her, Had she any
idea of what his finding her meant to him, of
what burning dizzy happiness it was to him
to look at her small child-like face with its
honest eyes, its rather sharp ironical mouth,
its clear smooth brow, the whole energy of her
sturdy compact body, the independence, cour-
age, humour that her poise always implied? No,
she did not know. Had she known she would
not have had the heart to leave him without a
word.